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rom the very St 


bury = 
e — had gone off to some seaside resort 
couple.of dayS(getting very fashionable 
was, with the gentry) and so the ‘Young 
er' was in charge. Not that he was 
y young any more; him sporting a 


beard, smoking and putting on all sorts of 
airs and graces. Yet it did not seem all that 
long ago he was coming during the school 
holidays. Even in those days, when she’d 
been about 16 herself, she’d been wary of 
him. 

The way she saw him looking at her 
sometimes. Hot-eyed. But she’d dare not be 
rude or cheeky to him; that could easily lose 
| her her position. And Doris did not want to 
| end up being dismissed without a reference 
and find herself on the streets. Once, in the 
Conservatory, she remembered, he'd 
pinched her bottom. She'd almost slapped 
his face but just stopped herself in time. If 
he'd told Mama about that, she'd certainly 
have been for the high jump. Because Mama 
doted on her son, Robert; in her eyes he 
could do no wrong. 

Of course, she wasn't alone in the house 
with the ‘Young Master.’ There were two 
gardeners who occupied an annexe, and 
there was Cook. The first two were never 
allowed in the house proper and Cook was 
definitely not on her side. She had always 
considered her lazy, flighty even, which 
wasn't fair. Doris knew she worked hard and 
well, better than many other domestics did. 


So it was no use running to Cook. I might as 
well be alone in this house with him, thought 
Doris. 

The idea frightened her. ~ 

Now she stood looking at herself in the 
long, swivel mirror set to one side of the 
Dressing Room, where he had sent her. She 
saw the familiar long, black dress; the long 
white apron; the maid's frilly white cap with 
its two tassles dangling down the back. Doris 
did not consider these symbols of servitude. 
They were just the normal uniform for one in 
her position. She was so used to them that 
she would have felt strange to look upon 
herself wearing anything else. Domestic 
Service was as natural as breathing to her. It 
was her way of life; she accepted it. 

‘Draw the curtains, Doris,’ he had said, 
going across yet again to pour himself some 
amber liquid “from a heavy cut-glass 
decanter. She wondered if he were not 
getting a little tipsy. Why had he said that, 
she wondered, heart beating a little faster? 
All the same, she did as she had been told, 
then wandered aimlessly about the small, 
well furnished room, always ending up in 
front of that mirror again. I am not a bad 
looking young woman, she thought. If I were 


— 


‘Draw the curtains, 
Doris,’ 

Why had he said 
that, she wondered, 
heart beating a little 
faster? 


[ 


a lady, I could easily have married someone 
who owned a house like Croft Place. But 
there was no hope of that, she knew. Every- 
one to their proper station. 

Perhaps he won't come after all, she 
thought with sudden hope. Perhaps he'll get 
properly drunk — and forget. It was just 
possible. An idea to hang on to anyway. 

On the other hand, how could he forget 
an incident like that? 

This time, some six years on, Doris had 


| slapped his face. Slapped it hard, feeling the 


coarseness of beard bristles. She had been 
stretching up, using a long feather duster, 
when it had happened. He must have, crept 
silently into the drawing room...seen her 
there...and acted on impulse. Lecherous 
impulse. It was not like in the Conservatory 
when he had pinched her, this time he 
gripped and mauled a whole buttock cheek. 

“You've grown up a lot since I last did 
that,’ he said in a thick voice. 

Startled, as much as anything, by this 
sudden, silent assault, Doris had swung 
round and struck out wildly. Yet hitting the 
target. It was a perfectly natural reaction for 
any young woman. The ‘Young Master’ had 
reeled back, looking as startled as Doris felt. 
How dare a servant strike one of the upper 
class, his eyes seemed to say? 

Getting over the first shock, Doris was 
already regretting her action. It was an 
unforgiveable thing to have done. Yet it had 
been purely instinctive. 

“It...it...wasn't right of...of you, Sir...’ 
she said in a low voice. ‘Not...not decent 
like...’ 

‘And, I suppose, Doris,’ he said icily, 
‘you consider your action was justified?’ 

Doris shook her head. ‘I didn’t m-mean 
it, Sir. It just, somehow, happened.’ He was 
pouring himself more of that amber 
and beginning to look rather pleased with 
himself, nodding his head from time to time. 

‘This cannot be overlooked, Doris,’ he 
said at last. 

‘Sir...please...’ 

‘Don’t interrupt, girl!’ An admonitory 
hand was raised. ‘Girl’! There was an insult 
for you; she was a young woman. Still, Doris 
did not protest. “Go up to the Dressing Room 
on the second floor, Doris,’ he. continued, 
‘and await me there. Draw the curtains, 
Doris.’ 

So she had gone. Now she was awaiting 
his arrival. Awaiting it with ever growing 
tightening of the nerves. If he reported this 
to Mama on her return, she would be 
finished. What else then? What did he 
intend? Doris paced restlessly to and fro, 
skirt rustling gentle. Alternately she felt hot 
and cold, her head airily light. Everything 
was rather unreal. 

Oh when would he come.? 

If he were coming... 


The door opened abruptly. No knock. And 
Doris saw at-once that Robert had now 
indeed taken too much to drink and was 
grinning stupidly. On his head he had 
‘perched his old school boater. It made him 
look quite ridiculous; but no less frightening. 

‘Jolly boating weather,’ he sang to 
himself as he closed the door. Then locked it. 
“Or, should we not say jolly spanking 


She untied the lace 
of her long, white 
drawers. 


weather, eh Doris?’ 

Doris felt as if a chill wind was blowing 
through her. She knew in that instant what 
the “Young Master’ intended. It scarcely 
seemed possible. Not at her age — however 
lowly her domestic status might be. 


“1...1 don't understand, sir...' she began. 

*Oh, I think you do, Doris. Oh yes, I think 
you do! Parlour maid strikes the son of the 
Master of the House. Not going to get away 
with that, is she?' 

‘1...1 had...reasons...' pouted Doris. 
Fear was steadily mounting within her. “You 
shouldn't have...’ 

“Reasons don't come into it, girl,’ replied 
Robert, icy again. “You know Mama wouldn't 
listen to them. You'd be out. Out! Then 
where would you be? On the streets. In a 
Workhouse. You wouldn't get another job 
with a bad reference, now would you?’ 


He was right, of course. Doris knew it. 
She was in a real cleft stick. 'What do you 
mean to do then?' she asked nervously. 

She saw him smile at that. Wickedly. ‘As 
I say, I think you already know, Doris. But, if 
you like, I'll tell you. I’m going to spank you. 
Spank you on your bare bottom!’ 

‘O-oohhh...ooohhh!’ It was a cry of 
genuine disbelief. Not only on account of the 
spanking but, even worse, about her being 
‘Bare’. Oh the shame of it! This was 
terrible...terrible! Oh, what could she do? 

‘After that,’ said Robert, ‘we’ll forget all 
about that little incident in the drawing 
room...and you can keep your place here.' 
He paused and looked at her sternly. ‘You 
know the alternative, Doris.’ 


Doris did...and burst into tears. 

After a little while, she dabbed her eyes 
with her apron and managed to stop crying. 
Perhaps it wouldn’t be all that bad. Wouldn’t 
last long anyway. What’s more, no one else 
would ever know. Better than the Work- 


house, wasn’t 
courage. Best get it over with. She looked up. 
‘A-alright...’ she whispered. 

‘Sensible girl,’ he said, looking smugly 


it? Doris summoned her | 


pleased. He staggered a little as he pulled a 
small upright chair towards him and seated 


himself. Still he wore that absurd hat. A | 


reminder of his schooldays...and his school- 
boy dreams? About her? ‘First of all, you will 
remove your drawers.’ 

Colour mounted steadily in Doris’s 
cheeks as she tugged up her long skirt. She 
untied the lace of her long, white drawers. 
Frilly, knee-length drawers. She cast a quick 
glance on him and saw a leering twist of the 
lips. Oh the beast! Then she bent her head 
and let the drawers drop, stepping from 
them. It felt strange to be naked under the 
skirt. Now she wore nothing but corset- 
suspenders supporting her stockings. She 


looked up again and saw him crooking a | 


finger at her. 

*Come over here, 
wench,' he ordered, voice thick again. For 
how long had he wanted to do this, Doris 
wondered? Maybe ever since he'd been a 
boy. It was horrible to think about. She felt 
rather sick as she moved across the room 
towards him. ‘Oh, by the way, Doris,’ he 
said, grinning again, ‘I’ve given Cook the 
afternoon off...and Arthur and George are 
down in the orchard.’ That, Doris knew, was 
half a mile away. ‘So no one will hear...’ 

Then he made a grab for her and, the 
next moment, she was being pulled over his 
knees. She could hear his breath rasping. 


Panic ceased her. It was happening...it was | 


happening! Struggling, she began to cry out, 


but he had too firm a grip on her. There was | 


no way she could break loose. Then the 
awful, shaming moment came. Her skirt was 
pulled up high, the whole of her hindquarters 
nakedly exposed. Oh the utter immodesty of 
it! The vile indecency! She, a grown woman, 


my pretty serving | 


Such a luscious, 
swelling bottom. A 
truly womanly 
bottom. 


unmarried...in this position! Desperately, 
Doris pressed her thighs together. She felt 
her face scarlet and felt the cheeks of her 
bottom must be blushing too. 


Horror upon horror! Now he was 
squeezing the cheeks of her bare bottom! 

‘Stoo...opp it...sttooo...copppp it!’ she 
shrieked. “You mustn’t!’ 

Above her, the ‘Young Master’ just 
laughed tipsily...and went on squeezing and 
fondling. Doris struggled even more 
furiously, kicking out (no longer caring about 
modesty), but all in vain. He had a vice-like 
hold on her. She was helpless. Half hysteri- 
cally, she began to shriek for help. Then she 
heard him laughing. ‘Yell as loud as you 
like,’ he said. ‘I told you; no one will hear.’ 

Then he began to smack her bottom. 

First one cheek, then the other. They 
were hard slaps, but not unbearably’ hard. 
Stinging but not blazing. All the same, Doris 
gasped and yelped loudly. She was quite 


-unaccustomed to such pain. It was a pain 


which was intensified by the sheer indignity 
of the fact that it was being done by a virile 
man of about her own age. 

*Ahh...that's enough... enough" 

She'd had about a dozen, but it felt like 
far more. He was laughing again. “Enough! 


A + 


Silly girl...I've only just begun on you. You'll 
have a backside as warm as new toast before 
I've done with you!’ 
*Ohhh...owww...oohhh...no no...cooww! 
The breathless, gasping cries grew louder. 
As did Robert's panting. Doris was right that 
he had dreamt about doing this for years; 


often masturbated about it. Now he was 


actually doing it! And the reality was far 
better than any dreams. 

Such a luscious, swelling bottom. A truly 
womanly bottom. How red it was getting 
under his repeated slaps! It had a softness, 
yet a springy resilience. His hand flattened 
the flesh, then sprang away. Delightful! And 
there was not only the feel of it. There was 
the sight and sound of it. A bottom that 
bounced and twisted at each stinging impact, 
setting that soft flesh quivering uncontrol- 
ably. Those legs kicking and splaying, 
revealing downy intimacies he had also 
dreamt about. Wonderful. Yes...far better 
than even imagination had made it. Then, ` 
too, were her gasps and cries of pain; 
interspersed with pitiful pleas for him to 
cease. Quite enchanting! In the circles in 
which he moved, girls and ladies did not 
plead. They were haughty and arrogant. 
Dictatorial. How marvellous then, to have 


10 


such a reversion of the situation. To have one 
quite at one’s mercy. 

Robert felt his palm glowing hot; but 
knew that jiggling bottom must be glowing 
hotter still. For the flesh of a young woman’s 
bottom is far more tender than the skin of a 
man’s palm. That was nice to know. All the 
same, it occurred to Robert that it might have 
been better to have used a ruler or a slipper. 
Then he could have gone on longer, without 
having this almost intolerable burning of his 
hand. Still, enthusiasm — and lust — 
enabled him to overcome any such temporary 
inconvenience. 

He began to smack Doris's bright red 
bottom even harder...now smacking across 
the centre of both cheeks rather than dealing 
with them alternately. The girl now, under- 
standably, began to scream as well as gasp 
and yelp. Luckily he had been wise enough to 
send the other servants off. She was 
beginning to feel real pain. Cruel satisfaction 
flared up in Robert. This was what he had 
wanted to do ever since he could remember. 

*Merceee...merceeee...no more please.’ 

Still Robert smacked. And smacked and 
smacked. 

Harder! Harder! Harder still! 

Just as hard as he could... 

Until he was quite out of breath, his 
own head spinning with his exertions, his 
right hand so hot it felt as if a coal had been 
placed upon it. 

Until he could go on no longer. 

Doris, he suddenly realised, was no 
longer squirming and struggling. Nor 
screaming. She was simply moaning, half 
insensible with pain and exhaustion. 

Once again Doris wandered restlessly 
about the Dressing Room. Now, however, 
her restlessness was rooted differently. It 
was not caused by anxiety and trying to 
anticipate the unknown, but by the incessant 
burning and throbbing of her tormented 
buttock cheeks. Never, never, had she 
imagined, he would treat her so vilely. With 
such callous cruelty. The injustice of it was 
bitter. She had slapped him once (justifiably) 
and he must have slapped her a hundred 
times (unjustifiably). At least, it felt like a 
hundred times. How could a so-called 
‘gentleman’ deal with a helpless young 
woman in such a fashion? If Doris had known 
of the word ‘sadist’, she would have used it. 

Time and again, she returned to that tall 
swivel mirror, lifted her skirt and examined 
herself. The whole of her bottom and the tops 
of her thighs, were an astonishing hue. 
Pink...red...almost purple in places. How 
long, she wondered, would it take to 
disappear? She thought of what she had 
heard about how girls were treated in Reform 
Schools. They were caned there. Birched 
even. That must be far worse. Not that that 
was very much comfort to her at that 
moment. 

Burning...burning...burning. Oh, if only 
she had something cold to put upon it. Then 
an idea came to her. She pressed her behind 
to the coldness of the mirror. Oh relief! But 
for so short a time. The heat in her flesh soon 
warmed up the cold mirror and thus became 
of no value. If only I had some cold water, 
she thought. But the door was locked. He 
had locked it when he left. “You will stay here 


until you have regained some composure,’ he 
had said. 
How long would that be she wondered? 
Still, at least it was over now. And she 
still had her position. Nothing would be said. 
However, forming in her mind, was a little 


cloud, ‘no bigger than a man’s hand’. What, 


she considered uneasily, if the ‘Young 


Master’ should assault her again? What 


then? 

Should she defend herself? Attack him 
again? Risk certain dismissal? Or another 
cruel spanking? Life, it seemed to her, had 
suddenly become exceedingly hazardous. 

Similar thoughts, from a different angle, 
were passing through the ‘Young Master’s’ 
mind as he continued to help himself 
liberally from the whisky decanter. He 
rubbed his right palm ruefully. It had been a 
marvellous afternoon. A unique experience. 

But why should that be the end of it? 

Robert Banbury was just beginning to 
realise what power he had over this most 
attractive young domestic. If he fondled her 
in future, surely she would not dare to strike 
again? If he went even further, would she 
dare then? It was, he considered, highly 
unlikely. Especially in view of the very 
severe spanking he had given her. That had 
been sensible. If he had been half-hearted 
about it, he would have had nowhere near 
such a hold over her. The key was that the 
poor wretch desperately wanted to retain her 
position, pitiful as it was. He brooded; he 
mused. Gradually, the future began to take 
on a rosier and rosier hue. Of course, he 
would have to be more careful when Mama 
and Papa were around. But there could be 
ways and means. The Stables were a fair way 
from the house. They would make an ideal 
place for ‘sport’. Of one kind or another. 
Robert thought of all he had seen that 
afternoon. That luscious nakedness; those 
feminine secrets. Such delights were not 
easily set aside. 

Nor would they, he resolved..In a few 
hours time, he would go and see the young 
woman. Maybe she would understand the 
new situation. And accept it. 

Doris, emotionally and physically tired, 
had finally fallen asleep. Face down on a 
couch. She had kept her skirt up and her 
knickers off, because the air was cool upon 
her flesh. It was in this state that Robert 
found her when he unlocked the door late 


Should she defend 
herself? Attack him 
again? Risk certain 
dismissal? Or 
another cruel 
spanking? 


that eveninq- 


How beautiful 
innocent, in a kind of way! Te 
enjoyable to possess such complaise 
than that of some demanding De| 
bitch. He moved silently across th 
seated himself on the couch edge and — very 
gently — began to caress the still glowing 
flesh. He thought he heard a kind of sigh of 
contentment. 

Would she, when she awoke, fully 
understand? As a sensible girl, she almost 
certainly would, thought Robert. 


The Privilege of Rank 


The weekend had been great fun — her 
first weekend pass since joining the Wrens, 
which she’d spent with her boyfriend — and 
the prospect of a ‘disciplinary hearing’ as the 
form called it, was one she dreaded. Quickly, 


Looking again at the single sheet of 
paper, Alison felt an involuntary tightening 
in her stomach. The envelope bore her name, 
so there could be no mistake, and the form 
looked official with its WRNS crest and the 
signature of the Duty Officer. It was just that 
the orders were so unusual. 5pm in the 
Catering Officer's quarters, the form said, so 
there wasn't much time. 


Alison changed into her uniform, not 
bothering to change out of the stockings her 
boyfriend insisted on: the colour was almost 
a match for the regulation tights, so they’d 


‘Have you told her 
what she’s here 
for?’ he asked as he 
pushed the door 
shut behind him. 


never notice. 

5pm prompt, she knocked on the Catering 
Officer's door. A long wait. Then a female 
voice: ‘Come in!’ Turning the handle, her 
palm sweating slightly, Alison pushed the 
door open and saluted a Staff Officer whom 
she hadn't seen on camp before. 

‘Bennett?’ she asked. 

“Хез ыты 

“This way.” 

There was a small office off the hall which 
led tothe Officer’s Mess. Alison walked in, 
and the door closed behind her, the bright 
overhead lights making her blink. The Staff 
Officer had disappeared; the room was 
empty. 

Through another door, she could hear 
voices, and strained to hear what they were 
saying. It was probably just as well she 
couldn't. 

‘Ian, that pretty young Wren you fancied 
is here. So you need to come over if you're 
going to do the business,' the Staff Officer 
muttered into the 'phone. A pause. 'OK, 
we'll let her sweat for ten minutes. See you 
then.' The phone tinkled as she replaced the 
receiver. 

It took lan — a 2nd Lieutenant — less 
than five minutes to walk over to the 
Catering Officer's quarters. It had taken him 
considerably longer to set up this little scam. 
With the co-operation of a senior WRNS 
officer and fellow naval officers posted there 
to do training, he had been able to indulge 
his penchant for chastising the bare bottoms 
of selected girls from the Wrens for some 
time. Young Alison Bennett would be a 
special treat. 

*Have you told her what she's here for?' 
he asked as he pushed the door shut behind 
him. 

‘No, haven't said a word, Ian.’ 

‘Has she brought the form?’ 

‘Yes, she was holding it when she came 
in.” 

“Great. All systems go, then.” 

The door creaked, and Alison turned to 
see an officer she'd, noticed on camp before, 
but in uniform. Now he was dressed in a 
smart dark blue suit, the pink silk tie a little 
garish, she thought. In common with naval 
tradition, lan preferred a beard and 
moustache. The length of his hair had been a 
cause for comment from various senior 
officers, but he managed to tread a thin line. 

“Bennett?” Ian inquired unnecessarily. 

‘Yes, sir,’ Alison confirmed, retaining a 
salute as she remembered he was in mufti. 

‘Got your orders?” 

*Here sir,' she held the sheet of paper out 
to him. 

“Ah yes. Been here before?” Knowing full 
well she hadn't, Ian allowed himself a close 
look at the nervous youngster. 

Pretty face a little on the sullen side, 
naturally curly blonde hair a mite long, and a 
well proportioned body which he would have 
pleasure in viewing more closely. 

‘Know why you're here, young lady?’ 

‘Er, a disciplinary hearing, sir.’ 

‘And what for?’ 

‘I suppose it’s for failing the inspection 
twice, sir.’ 

‘Exactly. Been beaten before, have you?’ 


‘Beaten, sir?’ 

‘Don’t stand there repeating what I say, 
Bennett, answer the question,’ he shouted 
suddenly. 

The girl flinched at the sudden change in 
tone. 

‘Have you ever received corporal punish- 
ment: the cane, a spanking, that sort of 
thing?’ 

‘No, sir, Ihaven’t.’ 

‘Take your jacket off.’ Without thinking 
about the order, Alison unbuttoned the 
uniform and folded it over the back of the 
chair. 

‘Now get your skirt off.’ 

‘What, here, sir?’ 

‘Take...it...off.’ lan spat out the words, 
and the girl’s eyes went wide with alarm as 
she reached for the zip and undid the skirt, 
stepping out of it and folding it carefully. 

‘Are you in the habit of wearing 
stockings, Bennett?’ 

‘Well, er, not normally sir.’ 

‘And how is it, then, that you are wearing 
them now?’ 

‘Tve just come back from a weekend 
pass, sir, and...’ 

Ian sat comfortably in the chair, and 
gazed at the embarrassed girl: ‘How old are 
you, Bennett?’ 

‘Twenty, sir.’ 

‘Turn round,’ he ordered, then paused. 
‘Now then, my girl, you’re about to receive a 
bloody good hiding. What do you say to 
that?’ 

‘You’re not going to beat me, sir, 
surely?’ Her voice had gone up into a 
strangled squeak as she realised that he 
meant exactly what he had said. 

‘A beating is what you need, and a 
beating is what you will get.’ Ian looked at 
the inviting roundness of Alison’s firm 
buttocks under the thin white fabric of her 
pants. 

‘But, sir, it’s not allowed, surely, for...’ 

‘Not allowed, Bennett? Not allowed? Just 
what the hell do you mean? The Officers 
decide what's bloody well allowed and what 
isn 't' he bellowed. 

A small trickle ran from the corner of 
Alison’s left eye as she realised that he really 
meant every word. Her bottom clenched as 
she felt his fingers in the waistband of her 
pants. With a swift tug, they were pulled 
down to mid-thigh. Her nakedness and the 
humiliation of her position forced another 
tear to find its way down her cheek. It was to 
be the first of many. 

‘Lift your shirt and bend over,’ he 
ordered, pushing her down with his hand 
between her shoulder blades. She clutched 
the shirt and bent forward, keeping her legs 
clenched tightly together as she felt his gaze 
on her most intimate regions. 

‘I’m delighted to see that you have such a 
well-padded bottom, Bennett: I’m sorry that 
it is necessary to chastise it. Turn round and 
face me.’ 

As she turned, Alison covered herself, 
standing so close to him that she was 
between his legs: ‘Get your hands away,’ he 
snapped, reaching round to give her left 
buttock a resonant admonishing slap. 

The girl’s hands clasped anxiously at her 


She reached for the 
zip and undid the 
skirt, 


1S 


Alison’s buttocks 
turning from 
delicate pink to deep 
red. 


smarting behind, the tears flowing freely 
now as he continued to lecture her on the 
merits of corporal punishment and her own 
shortcomings. 

She just wished that he’d get it over with, 
instead of all this unnecessary talking; the 
suspense was making her legs quiver. Little 
did she realise that the pre-punishment 
lecture was all a part of Ian's enjoyment in 
humiliating the girls unfortunate enough to 
find themselves in that office. 

His hands came out and gripped her hips 
tightly, running round and squeezing her 
cheeks hard enough to force out a yelp. The 
hands forced her to turn sideways, and she 
felt herself being pulled firmly over his 
knees, until she had to take her weight on her 
hands to keep her balance. 

Alison lay there for a what seemed an 
eternity before he began to spank her, 
bringing his hand down in a smarting arc to 
connect with an explosive ‘Smmmack!’ first 
on her left cheek, then on her right. Already, 
the intense stinging had her wriggling in 
protest on his lap. 

"You'd better keep still, Bennett, or I 
shall have to fetch my strap,’ he threatened, 
smoothing his hand over the soft curves of 
her bottom as if to relieve the burning 
sensation it had just caused. 

Alison was sobbing now, the sheer 
unexpectedness of the pain and the 
humiliation of her position wracking her with 
heaving gasps, the tears falling steadily onto 
the carpet. She looked round desperately, 
noticing the open curtains and the open door 
into the corridor opposite. Supposing some- 


one was to walk past, or came to investigate, 


the noise? The thought resolved her to keep 
as quiet as possible and hopefully get it over 
with as quickly as possible. 


The spanking had restarted, Ian's hand 
now rising and falling in a tattoo of pain, 
Alison's buttocks turning from delicate pink 
to deep red and finally to two mottled 
glowing, quivering mounds. 

Ian's hand held her firmly at the waist, 
the suspenders framing the target area 
perfectly, the pants still at mid-thigh and her 
cap perched somewhat precariously on her 
head. 

The spanking finally stopped, and she felt 
his hand caressing her throbbing rear-end 
again, slipping briefly between her clamped- 
tight legs, the muscles tensed in a desperate 
attempt to protect her modesty. He ordered 
her to stand. 

‘I don't expect to see you in here again, 
Bennett, but if I do, then it'll be a great deal 
more painful than this afternoon's little 
lesson. Do you understand me?' 

‘Yes, sir, came the subdued reply as 
Alison wiped the tears from her face with the 
back of her hand and reached down to pull up 
her pants. ‘Is that all?’ 

“Dismissed, Bennett.’ 

"Thank you sir,' and she started to pull on 
her jacket and skirt. 

Ian walked through to the corridor, 
closing the door behind him, and turned 
sharp left into the Officer's Mess ante-room, 
where two colleagues were busy dismantling 
a video camera and recorder. 

‘Okay, chaps?' he grinned. 

‘ІС be flown over to Germany tonight for 
editing and duplication, Ian, and we'll have 
the deal sewn up by next weekend. Then 
there's just two more girls to go, eh?’ 

"That shouldn't be a problem with the 
new intake about to arrive,” Ian smiled, 
‘What a hard day it's been!” 


for the 
Golonel 


Twenty year old Rosalyn Minter had 
been an army driver for a little under a 
year. An unblemished record was just 
slightly tarnished the hot summer day 
when she decided to drive for the 
regimental colonel with no stockings on __ 
an offence destined to find her on report. 
The colonel’s passing interest in CP leads 
to her being offered a dose of the cane, 
which she accepts albeit reluctantly [see 


Blushes Uniform Girls 7 to keep her 
record clean. 

But Colonel Leyton's appetite has been 
whetted by the knowledge that at 
Rosalyn's convent they used both strap 
and birch to keep their charges in order: 
its up to the adjutant to obtain the 
necessary equipment...in case Driver 
Minter steps over the line again... 


After Rosalyn had returned the car to 
the motor pool, she signed off duty and 
trekked off to her block where she pulled a 
piece of paper from her jacket pocket. It 
was the document she had been asked to 
sign after the colonel had so vigorously 
tanned her backside earlier in the 
afternoon with a very large wooden-backed 
brush. It reat: 

“1, Rosalyn Minter, driver, Army no 
8654293043, hereby agree that, at the 
discretion of officer Commanding Charle- 
ston Barracks, Colonel Leyton, | may be 
required to undergo corporal punishment 
as an alternative to undergoing normal 
army disciplinary procedures. Such 
corporal punishment will be administered 
by the officer commanding or an officer 
nominated by him, and will consist of a 
beating administered to my bare buttocks 
with such implements as the officer 
of the punishment may decide, are 
appropriate for the offence, and with such 
severity as may be required. If any form of 
rod, cane, strap or whip is used, a 
maximum of twelve strokes will be 
administered. The severity of апу 
punishment using a brush, paddle, slipper 
or similar implement will be decided by the 
punishing officer, and | understand that 
the maximum number of strokes is not 
limited. | have today received:' 

There were then a number of columns, 
which had been filled in with the required 


information: Date — 26/8/84. 
Number — 24 

Implement — Brush. 

Carried out by — O/C Colonel Leyton. 
Witnessed by — Adj. Lt. Forbes. 

The neat hand writing she recognised 
as the colonel's. She read the single sheet 
of paper through again, and her eyes fell to 
the blank columns under each of the 


headings. What had she got herself into? 

It was some weeks before she was 
requested to pick up Colonel Leyton again, 
and she dreaded the occasion. But he was 
charm itself, chatting in a friendly fashion 
which caught her completely off-guard. 
And no mention of corporal punishment, 
thank goodness. One dose of his brush was 
quite enough, and the thought of some of 
the other implements mentioned in the 


document she had signed brought her out 


in a cold sweat. 

She had only admitted to her closest 
friend, Lulu, what had happened, and 
when she had shown her the form Lulu had 
shook her head and wished her luck and a 
tough arse for the next time. "You'll just 
have to be extra careful, Ros, that's all. 
And don't tell anyone else, ‘cos they might 
actually try to get you into trouble. | 
wouldn't fancy being on the receiving end 
of some of that little lot. At least we get to 
keep our knicks on if we're caned here... 
he's a dirty old man, that's all, who likes 
whacking girls' bums. Unfortunately, he's 
chosen yours.' She smiled. 'Well, it's a 
juicy one, so he's probably got the best of 
the bunch!’ 

'Oh piss off, Lu. This is no joke,' 
grinned Rosalyn. 

Over in the colonel's office, Lieutenant 
Forbes lay a plain brown paper package on 
the senior officer's desk. The birch had 
arrived. 

When Colonel Leyton stepped into his 
office, his eyes noticed the package 
immediately. 'What's this, Derek?' 

“It's the birch rod the sergeant-major 
made up for me, sir, he's very pleased with 
it.' 

“15 he indeed?' replied the colonel, 
ripping the paper off and holding up a stick 
of a dozen or fifteen thin sticks — almost 
twigs, really — about two and a half feet 


At least we get to 
keep our knicks on 
if we're caned here. 
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"I have here a 
report from your 
officer at the pool 
about an accident. 


long and bound tightly at one end with 
cord into a convenient handle. He swished 
it menacingly through the air, and it 
whooshed obligingly. 

'So this is what those convent lasses 
had to face, was it? | wonder how many of 
those rounded little bums were whacked a 
week?' He looked enquiringly at his 
adjutant. 

"Well, you said Minter told you that the 
nuns only used the birch as a last resort. 
But she never got it, replied the 
lieutenant. 

"Well, we'll have to put that right, eh, 
Derek? She's got a peach of a bottom, and 
she must be due another thrashing, eh?’ 

“Yes, sir, but to birch her she's really 
going to have to commit a court-martial 
offence, isn't she? | mean...' 

‘Rubbish, man, now she's signed that 
form, / decide what the punishment is. All 
we need is an offence.’ 

There were another two weeks to wait 
before the colonel got his wish. 'Excuse 
me, sir' said the lieutenant, sticking his 
head round his superior's door, 'It's about 
Minter...| thought you'd like to know.’ 

"Yes, Derek, what is it?' Colonel Leyton 
barked. 

"Well, I’ve just had this accident form 
in from the motor pool WRAC officer, and 
she's told me on the telephone that they're 
probably going to nail Minter for a blame- 
worthy accident. | just happened to spot 
her name as driver in a little prang by the 
cross roads yesterday. Quite a bit of 
damage apparently. 

"Really? Well, well, you'd better give 
me all the paperwork, and ask her officer 
to get Minter over here sharpish."' 

'Right sir,' said the lieutenant, almost 
rubbing his hands with glee. 

When the order came to report to the 
adjutant, Rosalyn knew her time had 
come. She made sure she was wearing all 
the right items of uniform, and that it was 
all clean and pressed, before walking over 
the camp to the adjutant's office. 

'Come in,' came the command, and she 
faced Colonel Leyton standing by the chair 
over which she. had so embarrassingly 
been required to bend for her spanking all 
those weeks ago. 

‘| have here a report from your officer 
at the pool about an accident in which you 
were involved with a civilian vehicle. Are 
the facts correct?" He read out extracts 
from the report, and Rosalyn could only 
nod in agreement. 

'Yes, sir, the facts are accurate,' she 
said. 

“Well, if this is a blameworthy 
accident, which it would certainly appear 
to be, your record could be seriously 
affected, Minter. And that would be a 
pity...' He let the sentence hang in the air 
for a moment. 

Rosalyn felt compelled to fill the 
silence. 

'But if it /s blameworthy, sir, would 
there be an opportunity for you to exercise 
your discretion...' she paused. 

“For corporal punishment as an 
alternative?' she finished. 


.accident, 


"With an offence such as this, Minter, | 
don't think corporal punishment is an 
option. It’s too serious a charge. If it's 
confirmed that it's a  blameworthy 
of course, by the inquiry 
committee...then...' Again the sentence 
hung. 

'But you head the committee, sir. 
Surely if l'd been punished then the 
committee would clear my record.’ 

'But the committee would not know 
that you had been beaten, would they?' he 
asked. 

“Мо sir, but l'd be willing to take any- 
thing if my record stays clean...| mean, an 
accident could hold me down for promotion 
next year if it’s decided I’m to blame.’ 

‘| see. So if | decide that you will be 
thrashed for this, and believe me, a 
thrashing is called for, you would not 
expect a blameworthy accident to appear 
on your record. Is that it?’ the colonel 
asked. 

"Well, | thought...’ 

‘You obviously didn’t think, for you 
could be thrashed, and have the accident 
on your record if | so decide,’ concluded 
the colonel. 

‘Sorry, sir. Of course. You're right. If 
you decide to beat me, then I'll take it as a 
punishment in itself. And the committee 
will decide on the blameworthy aspect?’ 

‘That’s right. Well, | have decided that 
| am going to beat you. And it'll be a great 
deal more severe than the spanking you 
received some time ago. In fact, | may 
decide to use the birch.’ 
` ‘The birch, sir. you have a birch rod?’ 
asked Rosalyn. 

‘Yes, | do, and you certainly deserve 
it: 

"Yes sir.' Rosalyn could feel the sweat 
tingling, her crotch slightly damp as she 
contemplated a birching. 

‘| have a couple of ‘phone calls to 
make, Minter. Wait in the outer office,’ 
ordered the colonel. Rosalyn turned 
smartly and left the room. 

It didn't take long to secure the 
agreement of the owner of the civilian car 
which had been damaged not to press a 
claim once he had explained the benefits of 
not doing so. The damage had been slight. 
A couple of paint scrapes. The principal 
damage had been to the army staff car, 
which had suffered a crumpled bumper 
and smashed headlight. The scene was 
nearly set. 

Rosalyn was ordered in again. “Оо you 
play netball, Minter?' the colonel asked. 

“Yes, sir, I'm in the WRAC team.’ 

‘I’m going to see what | can do about 
the other car involved in the accident. No 
promises mind. And you will receive a...’ 

'A birching, sir?' interrupted Rosalyn. 

“That's it. Report to my quarters at five 
this afternoon. Bring your netball kit, and 
this, he said, reaching into the cupboard 
and handing her the neatly bound birch 
rod, which she took gingerly between 
finger and thumb. 

“Yes, sir. Thank you sir.’ 

Colonel Leyton was sitting in his living 
room, curtains closed despite the early 
ныша A | 


[ hour and the distance from any other 
houses on the camp, chatting to an elderly 
gentleman who was looking very animated 
as the discussion continued. 

'...and then you can administer the 
final two strokes if you wish, Mr 
Wentworth,’ the colonel concluded. 

“And this girl, this driver, is agreeable 
to all this, colonel?' Wentworth asked. 

There was a ring at the bell, and the 
colonel went to the door to admit Rosalyn, 
still in uniform, carrying a large sports 
bag. He introduced her. 

"This is Mr Wentworth, whose car you 
damaged yesterday. He had decided not to 
claim for the damage to his car, which 
would seem to let you off the hook, and | 
have agreed that he may witness your 
beating. 

Wentworth looked the girl up and 
down. She looked very efficient in her 
smart uniform, the cap sitting correctly on 
her head. 

"Do you have the birch, Minter?' asked 
the colonel. 

‘Oh, yes sir, here it is,’ she said, 
drawing it out of the sports bag and 
handing it to him, again handle first. 

"Change into your netball kit, Minter. 
You can use the dining room if you wish,’ 
he said, and added in a lower voice. 'Just 
the shirt and knickers, socks and plimsolls, 
Minter, nothing else. Understood? Don't 
need a skirt.' 

‘Right, Sir.’ 

The colonel moved one of the plump 
leather armchairs from its position near 
the television and pulled it into the middle 
of the room, making a couple of practice 
swings with the rod to ensure it didn’t hit 
anything else en route to its target. He got 
out his copy of the form Rosalyn had 
signed, and filled in the date, the number 
of strokes, the implement, and his own 
and Mr Wentworth’s names. 

After two or three minutes, there was a 
knock at the door, and Rosalyn entered, 
clad only in a thin white top which did little 
to disguise the fact that she was — as 
ordered — wearing no bra, her breasts 
bobbing evenly up and down as she walked 
to the men. She stood at attention, the dark 
blue gym knickers looking slightly 
incongruous on her mature, tall form, the 
fresh white socks and white plimsolls 
completing the look of a girl competing in 
the senior girls PE team at school. The 
coltish legs were smoothly brown, the 
thighs firm and slender, pushed together, 
until given the order to ‘Stand at ease’ she 
parted them and stood with her hands 
locked behind her back, her feet the 
regulation number of inches apart. 

‘Come to the chair, and bend over,’ 
ordered Colonel Leyton. 

‘Over the back, sir?’ she asked, 
bending forward so'that her top pulled out 
of her knickers. 

“Get your head right down, Minter, and 
keep your legs straight.’ 

The bottom under the now taut white 
cotton tensed as the girl pushed herself up 


a little higher, burying her head in the soft 
cushion on the seat of the armchair. 


As she had bent over, she had noticed 
that Mr Wentworth was holding the birch, 
and she was relieved to hear him say, 
"Here's the rod, colonel.’ 

“Thank you, Mr Wentworth. Would you 
be so kind?’ He indicated the WRAC girl’s 
knickers, and Wentworth fitted his fingers 
into the top, pulling the waistband down to 
expose the crease between her cheeks. 
‘Lift up, Minter, so | can get them down,’ 
ordered Mr Wentworth, entering into the 
drama of the occasion. 

Rosalyn obligingly lifted her hips off 
the smooth leather, which allowed Went- 
worth, with a dramatic flourish as if he 
were unveiling a plaque, to pull her 
knickers clear of her bottom and push them 
down to mid-thigh. She felt a slight slap on 
her bottom, as Wentworth indulged 
himself. ‘Very nice, colonel,’ he 
commented. 

Colonel Leyton measured the rod 
across the pale cheeks and began to thrash 
the girl methodically, starting at the top of 
her backside and working slowly down 
until the whole of both cheeks were 
covered in a tracery of small weals where 
the birch twigs were doing their work, the 
flesh blushing from their attention. He laid 
each stroke on with care, bringing it down 
in a swooshing arc to drive the bare flesh 
up before it, making Rosalyn squirm with 
pain and extracting a loud 'Ahhh, it stings, 
sir’ and 'Oowwwoooh, that hurts, sir’ as 
the beating continued. 

There was a pause as the colonel 
handed the birch to Mr Wentworth, who 
rapped it impatiently against the bare 
target before letting rip two slashing 
strokes which landed across the lower part 
of the presented buttocks, some twigs even 
landing on her unmarked thighs, to drive a 
yelp of protest from the girl. 

“Twelve strokes, announced the 
colonel, putting the birch down on the 
table beside him. 'Stay as you are, 
Minter. 

‘Is that it, sir? I’m not getting any more 
am | sir?’ came the worried response. 

'No, you've had your beating.' The 
girl's body visibly relaxed over the chair as 
Wentworth lifted up his Polaroid and let 
off two shots of the still bending WRAC 
girl, her bottom a pattern of pain, and her 
shoulders heaving with sobs of relief. 
‘Stand up to attention,’ ordered the 
colonel. Rosalyn stood, her buttocks full 
and soft, while Wentworth took another 
two shots from different angles. It was 
pointless to protest. At least it was over... 


"Get your head 
right down, Minter, 
and keep your legs 
straight.’ 
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Keen on Bottoms. 


‘Just watch out for Mr Pitman,’ Charlotte 
said. 'That's a good word of advice.’ Then 
she laughed. ‘Oh but you’re in his house, 
aren't you? So you can 't avoid him.’ 

Amanda said, ‘What d'you mean: watch 
out?’ 

‘Oh you know, the usual thing really only 
Mr Pitman’s a bit worse than most. Very 
K OB.’ 

“What’s К О B?’ wondered Amanda. 

Charlotte gave a little hoot. ‘Didn’t you 
have any men teachers at your other school? 
Keen On Bottoms.Sixteen and seventeen and 
eighteen year old girls’ bottoms. And with 
you being in his house — well, I’m afraid 
your poor bottom is bound to get the 
treatment.’ 

Amanda flushed, then forced a smile. 
Probably it was a joke. She had just 
transferred to Hillcrest Girls school, with her 
parents having to go abroad for a year and 
Amanda therefore needing a boarding 


school. She was 16 and had been put in the 
Lower Sixth. The Sixth Form was divided 
into three Houses and, yes, Amanda was in 


PITMANS PENCHANT 


Mr Pitman’s House. Mr Pitman who was 
Keen On Bottoms. She decided that 
Charlotte must be having a little joke. 

It was Amanda’s first day and apart from 
the little joke this Charlotte seemed very 
nice. Amanda had sat next to her in English 
and they had got talking; and then at break 
Charlotte had shown her round the gardens. 
Hillcrest was a converted country house with 
modern additions and had a super garden, at 
the moment full of autumn flowers. They 
were now, at lunchtime, sitting out by the 
main lawn. 

‘Oh no, not really; not like Mr Pitman. 
Mind you it’s not only girls in his own House. 
He got me last term when I hadn’t done my 
History prep. Said he’d write a stinking letter 
to my parents. Either that or you know what.’ 

Was it all a joke? ‘What?’ Amanda asked. 

‘Гуе told you. Yanked down my knickers 
and smacked my bum. Really laid into it — 
after a bit of feeling up, of course.’ 

Amanda felt her face going red. So that 
was what К О B actually meant. It couldn't 
be true; he couldn’t do that. Charlotte must 


be joking... 

‘Hello Amanda,’ he said. 

It was 7 o’clock, the same day, after tea 
and prep time but Mr Pitman had said at the 
end of lessons he would like a chat. She had 
entered his room as if walking on eggs, 
almost afraid to put her feet on the floor. 
That Charlotte had to be joking, she told 
herself for the hundredth time. Anyway no 
one else had said anything. 

‘Come in, come over here.’ He was 
sitting at a little table. He smiled. He had 
rather scary eyes, a look that sort of went 
through you. Amanda felt her bottom 
flinching. Yanked down my knickers and 
smacked my bum... 

‘So your parents have gone to Hong 
Kong for the year, Amanda. Well, I'm sure 
you’re going to be very happy with us, and 
get a lot of work done. Eh?’ 

Amanda said ‘Yes sir.' Mr Pitman went 
on, small talk, as she stood at his side, asking 
her things but for once in her life Amanda 
found herself tongue-tied, unable to say 
anything except monosyllables. She wasn't 
usually like that at all. It was that Charlotte. 
She was sure Charlotte had been joking but 
all the same...Suddenly there was Mr 
Pitman's hand. It was like a live electric wire 
had touched her. Mr Pitman's hand on her 
knee. Up under her calf-length gymslip. 
Gripping the back of her left knee. 

He was saying something but she had no 
idea what it was, all her senses were 
concentrated on that hand. He said 
something else — and the hand slid up a 
little bit. More on the beginning of her thigh 
now than her actual knee. The hand 
squeezed — her head began spinning. 
Through it all she became aware that Mr 
Pitman was asking a question. ‘Wha...what, 
sir?' she stuttered. 

‘I said I want you to bring any problems 
to me. Especially with your parents being so 
far away. I want you to treat me as a friend. 
A favourite uncle, shall we say.’ 

Then his hand simply went up. Sliding 
right up the back of a warm, smoothly 
rounded thigh, the fingers in between on the 
extra sensitive inner slope. Amanda's knees 
felt like they were going to give way at any 
moment. 

‘Lovely legs, Amanda. Really lovely. Play 
any sports, do you?' 

Could she tell him to stop? If it was just a 
man on a bus, say, trying something like this 
of course you would, or at least you would 
move away. But this was Mr Pitman, her 
House Master, and from what Charlotte said 
(clearly Charlotte hadn't been joking) Mr 
Pitman was very much in the habit of doing 
this. Biting her lip she tried to edge away just 
a little — but the hand wouldn't let her go. 

‘Games, Amanda?’ Mr Pitman repeated, 
looking up and giving her a scary stare. 

*Uh...well...hockey, sir...” 

‘Hockey! Good, we can use another 
hockey player in the House.’ 

Amanda put her hands on the table for 
support — otherwise she was sure she would 
collapse. Mr Pitman's hand was now on her 
bottom. On the tautly stretched, navy blue 
school knickers. Sliding over the full curve of 
her bottom...then clasping the left cheek... 


Fingers reaching in the cleft... 

*A hockey player's bottom, eh Amanda? 
Nice and firm. Well padded but with muscles 
too, I imagine.’ 

She could feel little beads of perspiration 
tingling her skin; her heart was thumping 
nineteen to the dozen. Her other school had 
been all women teachers so there had been 
head had stopped spinning, in fact every 
a train or bus, her bottom had been briefly 
groped but...nothing like what Mr Pitman 
was doing. Keen On Bottoms. And what she 
was thinking now was that other thing 
Charlotte had said. Yanked down my 
knickers and... 

As she thought of it, that unthinkable 
thought, Mr Pitman began talking, in a quiet 
reassuring voice — while his hand continued 
to squeeze and fondle her bum. Amanda’s 
head had stopped spinning, in fact every 
sense seemed now ultra-alert. So she could 
hear it all loud and clear. He was talking 
about discipline. 

The final disciplinary measure at Hill- 
crest was the cane. Only the Headmaster 
caned girls and he caned them on their bare 
bottoms. As it was the final deterrent he 
made sure they really felt it. When a girl had 
had the cane from the Headmaster she 
wouldn’t want a second dose. 

His voice continued, soft, caring. ‘As I 
say, Amanda, that is the ultimate. Before we 
get to that stage it is up to a House Master to 
do what he sees fit — other than caning, as I 
have explained. I am always reluctant to 
send a girl to the Head for caning, Amanda, 
because he really does ensure that she feels 
it. So I try to deal with everything I possibly 
can.’ 

The hand was continuing its busy 
business up under Amanda’s gymslip. ‘What 
I routinely do, Amanda, is smack a girl’s 


The hand was 
continuing its busy 
business up under 
Amanda’s gymslip. 
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‘Were bottoms 
smacked at your 
other school, 
Amanda?’ 


bottom. Nice and sharply of course, but 
naturally it's nothing compared to the 
Head’s cane. Like the Head I always take a 
girl’s knickers down when I spank her. She 
feels it a bit more that way and also there is 
the fact that generally girls don’t enjoy 
having their knickers taken down.’ 

At this point Mr Pitman took his hand out 
of Amanda’s skirt and stood up. ‘I hope all 
that is clear, Amanda. Every organisation 
needs discipline and certainly a well-run 
school does.’ 

Amanda said ‘Yes sir’. Mingling 
emotions were running through her head. 
Relief certainly that his hand was no longer 
at her bottom — and it had not only been her 
bottom for the questing fingers had been 
sliding into other areas as well; but together 
with the relief was the clear confirmation of 
all Charlotte had said regarding smacking of 
bottoms. The thought of that... 


‘Were bottoms smacked at your other 
school, Amanda?’ 

Breathing hard, she shook her head. ‘N... 
no sir.' To be honest she had never even 
dreamt of such a thing. Not until 
Charlotte...Mr Pitman was shaking his head. 
‘Some schools, I know...regrettably lax 
nowadays.’ Then he said something else that 
virtually made her hair stand on end, 
something that at first she simply couldn’t 
believe. 

He took hold of her two arms and fixed 
her with one of those stares. And then said 
that as she hadn’t had her bottom smacked 
before he thought he should do it, there and 
then, so that she would fully know what was 
involved. He said this was a practice he had 
followed with other girls who had transferred 
into the Sixth Form from schools where they 
hadn’t had their bottoms smacked. She 
didn’t think he could be serious. But it 


seemed he was. With her head spinning 
again Amanda tried to argue. Words came 
now — at least with this mind-stunning 
prospect facing her she seemed to have 
found her tongue again. Mr Pitman simply 
fixed her with that stare. 

‘Tm sure we don’t want to get off on the 
wrong foot, Amanda. Do we? I don't think we 
would like a letter to our parents saying that 
we hadn't made a very good start, that we 
were being obstructive and non-co-operative. 
Would we?' 

That was just what Charlotte had said he 
had threatened her with. And it was true, 
Amanda didn't want it; they would be 
worrying about her in any case. 'Please...' 
she whispered. 

‘Go and lock the door, please.’ Mr 
Pitman's voice was quiet, assured. No doubt 
he had dealt with plenty of recalcitrant girls 
before. ‘We don't want to be disturbed.’ 

As in a dream she realised she was 
walking over to the door. Turning the key. 
Then coming back, to Mr Pitman at the table. 
He told her to lift her gymslip up, round her 
waist. It was difficult to believe that what she 
had heard, so incredulously, from Charlotte 
at lunchtime was now, this same day, 
actually happening. Briefly she considered 
the possibility that she was only imagining it 
— a dream, a nightmare — but somehow 
Amanda knew that was not the case. It was 
true all right. 

Somehow her hands had lifted the skirt of 
her gymslip, and Mr Pitman was bending 
down. His head on a level with her hips. His 
hands stroking her thighs again. Sliding in 
between them. Right in between...and high 
up...Amanda could hear her own harsh 
breathing, her blood pounding in her ears. 
Briefly his hand was right there, at the crotch 
of her knickers and then his two hands were 


up, on her hips. Sliding her knickers down. 

Tugging them on down, round her thighs. 
Then...the hand roaming over her bare 
bottom, caressing the silky warm flesh. 
Amanda thought she was going to faint. 
*Good girl,^ Mr Pitman breathed. His hand 
was clasping one bare cheek, fingers right in 
the deep divide. Yes, she was going to faint. 

She didn't, though. And she didn't either 
when shortly he got to his feet, at the same 
time sliding the hand for a few seconds right 
in underneath, to where the crisp curls were. 
She made a gasping sound and for an instant 
her knees gave way, with the shock of his 
hand there. She was still feeling the shock of 
that, having his hand right there, as Mr 
Pitman sat down in his chair and taking her 
arm pulled her down. Over his lap. 

At least there was no problem now of 
collapsing at the knees. She was completely 
upended, head down, her bare bottom up. 
He took her arm and twisted it behind her 
back, not painfully but so she was caught, 
like an animal in a trap. His other hand at her 
bottom again. A bit more groping and then... 
CRACK.... 

Amanda’s breath gasped out of her. She 
wasn't going to faint but maybe she was 
going to be sick. A second CRACK!... a 
third. Really hard, stinging smacks. 
Knocking the breath out of her lungs, 
making her gasp for air, making her stung 
bottom writhe. and jerk. An intensely 
stinging pain that as Mr Pitman continued 
cracking his hand down — onto the cheeks of 
her bum, on the backs of her thighs — got 
worse and worse. It seemed she wasn’t 
actually going to be sick but she was crying. 
Salt tears. Rolling down her face, into her 
mouth. 

Some aeons of time later Mr Pitman 
finally stopped. Stopped the dreadful 


A bit more groping 
and then... CRACK! 


spanking but she was still over his lap. His 
hand on her now red-hot bottom. Stroking 
the stinging flesh. His voice from somewhere 
up there: 

"That's a good girl. You did very well.’ 
The voice was calm, caressing, but perhaps 
with a hint of excitement. The hand slid off 


her bottom onto the tops of her thighs. His 
fingers... 

‘Now just relax. No need to rush back to 
prep. Not now we’ve got to know each other.’ 
Mr Pitman’s hand slid in between Amanda’s 
hot bare thighs. 


‘Show business!’ exclaimed Car 
mother with some incredulity. 
Mr Boscombe said, ‘Yes. Exactly. | 

| a lovely girl like that and especial 
those large things on her — beggin 
pardon of course, but you know what I 
A lovely figure.’ 
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Caroline Collins was indeed a lovely 
figure of a girl, with those ‘big things’ that 
Mr Boscombe referred to requiring a 37 inch 
C-Cup bra. She was also, at 17, a strikingly 
pretty girl. But show business... 

‘But Caroline can't do anything,’ 
protested Linda Collins, flushing slightly at 
the reference to ‘big things’. ‘She was going 
to have ballet lessons when she was smaller 
but never actually got round to it.’ In any 
event, thought Linda, with Caroline growing 
into such a big girl ballet would not have 
been suitable. 

‘A lovely girl like that must have talents,’ 
declared Ron Boscombe. He was with Mrs 
Collins in the latter's sitting room partaking 
of tea and cakes. A friend of a friend and he 
had met Caroline for the first time some 15 
minutes earlier. His mind retained a vivid 
picture of the young lady who had just left 
after bringing in the tea, taking out with her 
a winning smile and a blouse front clearly 
containing the most marvellous things. 
Caroline was 17 and recently left school, but 
with very little in the way of qualifications 
and consequently had not yet been able to 
find a job. 

Linda Collins said No. Then after a brain- 
racking pause, ‘Well she did have some 
lessons with the recorder a couple of years 
ago. She didn't really...' 

Mr Boscombe interrupted. ‘The recorder 
will be excellent. Just the thing in fact. I 
mean it's a little different, isn't it?' 

‘She can't really play it. Not what you'd 
call play.' Caroline's parent felt the need to 
keep feet on the ground. Anyway even if you 
could play a recorder properly what did that 
have to do with show business? Though Mr 
Boscombe who was in show business should 
know better about that. 

“Don't worry about details, my dear 
lady.' Getting to his feet, Mr Boscombe's 
eyes were shining. 'What counts in show biz 
are the...’ He was about to say “the tits’ but 
checked himself at the last moment. A girl's 
mother did not want to hear that. “What 
counts are the, I mean is the, ah, personality. 
That girl's got personality plus. No, I’m quite 
sure I can do something for her, and I've got 
just the man to work on her recorder playing. 
Can I maybe have a chat with her tomorrow 
morning? Ten shall we say. I can pick her up 
of course.’ 

The next day, as good as his word, Mr 
Boscombe was there at the front gate with 
his bright red Rover. Caroline, stepping 
decorously in, was quite tingling with 
excitement. Show business, her mother had 
told her and of course this Mr Boscombe was 
in the business, an agent or something. It 
was enough to make a girl almost swoon with 
excitement. Caroline had risen early, to have 
a nice hot bath and then put on her best, 
fresh things together with a generous 
application of her expensive, Christmas 
perfume. Well, now was the time to use it. 
The only slight doubt in Caroline's mind was 
her mother's mention of that recorder. 

‘A lovely day,’ declared Ron Boscombe. 
Caroline, settling in her seat, squirmed that 
gorgeous bottom which yesterday afternoon 
she had unwittingly stuck out at the visitor 
when bending down to the coffee table with 


her tray. She had her coat on today but 
underneath Ron knew it was there, as he 
knew those mouth-watering tits were 
nestling in there as well. Yes indeed. He 
could not resist reaching out and patting one 
nylon-clad knee which peeped deliciously 
beneath the fawn coat. Yes indeedy-deed! 

Caroline gave him a quick shy but excited 
glance. He was really quite an ordinary 
looking man, in his 50’s probably, but 
without doubt a glamorous figure with 
glamorous connections. ‘In fact,’ said Mr 
Boscombe, two hands now on the wheel, ‘it’s 
such a nice day that I think a little spin out in 
the country would be rather nice.’ 

It would, it was a lovely June morning. 
There was also the fact, though, that Ron’s 
wife Beryl was inconveniently at home. She 
could put rather a damper on her husband’s 
enthusiasm for prospective recruits into the 
world of entertainment. Anyway. there is 
something about being in a car with a pretty 
girl. And a wide-eyed, clearly innocent one 
into the bargain. 

‘You really are a lovely girl.’ He had 
made this statement before, as they drove 
down along leafy lanes but now parked in a 
secluded leafy spot Ron repeated that 
opinion. ‘And with a really lovely body as 
well, if I may say so. You don’t mind if 1...?” 

Ron's hand was at the buttons of 
Caroline's coat. Flush-faced Caroline didn't 
mind because Mr Boscombe was an agent, 
wasn't he? And she was left school now and 
with any luck going to be found some sort of 
show business job! Buttons unfastened, Mr 
Boscombe was pulling the coat open. A crisp 
pale pink blouse, its front seemingly under 
strain from what it had to contain. More 
buttons, little pink ones. 

"Yes, truly lovely.' Ron's hand reached 
out, indeed he felt incapable of stopping it. 
Caroline produced a little gasp. It was a 
shock, his hand on her boob, but this was 


Too much for 17 year 
old Caroline Collins. 


show business. The hand cupped, hefted the 


delicious weight of it. ‘How big are they...?’ 

‘Uh....ohhh!’ Finger and thumb had 
found Caroline's nipple. ‘Uh 37....uh....C...’ 

Ron’s fingers left the nipple and moved 
over, to the little pink buttons. ‘Look...’ 
Caroline’s big brown eyes registered alarm. 
‘Please...’ Well, she had only left school a 
few weeks ago and knew she was 
inexperienced. This was all a bit... 

‘It’s quite normal,’ Ron. Boscombe 
assured her, fingers deftly busy. “You need 
to check a girl’s credentials. Nothing to 
worry about.’ He was pulling her blouse 
open, to disclose a lacy white bra, semi- 
transparent through which showed pale flesh 
and dark pink, now turgid, nipples. ‘Thirty- 
seven C!’ Ron Boscombe exclaimed, and 
then he was reaching round behind her, to 
the bra clasp. 

Yes Caroline was inexperienced and her 
mother had not prepared her for anything 
like this — nor indeed had any of the 
instruction she had received at school. Mr 
Boscombe pulling up the unfastened bra, to 
bare her ripe boobs, their nipples unwittingly 
stiffened by the excitement of what was 
happening — although Caroline herself was 
feeling primarily the emotions of shock and 
embarrassment. “Please...” she squealed 
again. 

One perfect mammary gland had just 
about disappeared in Mr Boscombe’s large 
hand. Show business or not it was difficult to 
believe this was happening. Mr Boscombe 
was saying something. At first Caroline was 
in too much of a state of shock to take it in but 


he repeated it. ‘Get out of the car...and...’ 
Out of the shiny red Rover, in the warm 


dappled sunlight of the clearing, Mr 
Boscombe was quietly busy. Hands going 
everywhere: undoing, unzipping, pulling off. 
Reassuring as he went: ‘It’s all right, all part 
of the normal procedure.’ Caroline was not 
reassured, not at all, but what could she do? 
Before long she was, incredibly, reduced to 
bra (still loose and unfastened), brief 
knickers, suspender belt and nylons, white 
high-heeled courts. Caroline’s coat, her 
pretty summer dress, her slip even, had all 
been efficiently taken from her. 

Cringing, she tried to cover herself with 
shaking hands and arms, but hot-eyed Ron 
Boscombe didn’t want that. ‘No, don’t be 
silly, I’ve got to see.’ He wasn’t only seeing, 
he was grabbing: those ripely jutting boobs, 
and also the equally ripe and prominent 
bottom. 

His voice breathy with excitement: ‘Ever 
had it smacked, Caroline? Or maybe the 
cane, at school?’ 

‘What?’ she gasped. This really was all 
too much for 17 year old Caroline Collins. 

‘Smacked,’ repeated Kon. ‘This lovely 
bum.’ Saying it seemed to remove.any final 
inhibitions. He grabbed Caroline and pushed 
her face-down on her coat and dress which 
lay on the car bonnet. Holding her there with 
one hand his other began yanking down 
Caroline’s skimpy knickers. To bare twin 
trembling pale moons. Then his hand 
smacking crisply in on the exposed flesh. 

Hard smacks, echoing sharply in the 
quiet of this secluded place, with Caroline’s 


shrill, shocked cries a stirring counterpoint. 

Mr Boscombe kept going for quite a bit 
and then stopped, his hand coming to rest on 
Caroline’s now pinkly glowing bottom. 
‘Ha-ha; just a little joke, eh!’. His voice 
breathless again. ‘What you girls get at 
school, I expect. But it is essential that a girl 
can take discipline if she’s going in the field 
of entertainment.’ 

Caroline, face scarlet, head spinning like 
a top, straightened up. Mr Boscombe still 
had his hand on her bottom. ‘So I thought I’d 
give you a little lesson in discipline, you see. 
It was just a joke though.’ 

Caroline twisted away from his hand and 
grabbed at her lowered knickers. She was of 
course showing everything. Including her 
pussy which Mr Boscombe was now keenly 
eyeing. ‘Please!’ she whispered, finally 
extricating herself from the hand and 
yanking up the knickers. 

‘Yes, well, everything’s going to be 
great. He sounded perhaps a little 
embarrassed now but his eyes were still 
keenly on Caroline’s body as she refastened 
her bra. ‘Just great. You’ve got a really great 
shape and I can certainly fix you up. Oh yes.’ 

‘Wha...what exactly?’ asked Caroline, 
still shaking from this mind-zapping 
encounter with the ways of show biz. 

‘Oh well, entertainment of course. A one- 
girl show. We’ll see how you are with that 
recorder and I can get you a super little outfit 
and then you'll be all set.’ 

“1...1 can't play the recorder.’ She might 
as well make that clear. Caroline had her 
dress back on now and felt just a tiny bit 
better. 

‘Not a problem. I mean we don’t want a 
Paganini or whoever it is. It’s the face and 
figure that count with a girl entertainer and 
you've got those all right. As I’ve just 
checked of course. No, we could even make 
something of the fact that your playing is not 
so hot. But I have got a partner, Mr Hatcher, 
who knows his music and can look into that 
side of things.’ 

In the car again Mr Boscombe turned to 
Caroline. ‘That, er, little joke of mine, about 
the discipline. Maybe you shouldn't tell your 
mum that. I mean she might not understand 
how we like to carry on for a laugh.' His hand 
came down to grip Caroline's. knee. She 
shuddered at the awful memory. Mr 
Boscombe needn't worry, she couldn't bear 
to tell her mother — or anyone else. 

In fact there wasn't a lot definite that 
Caroline could tell her mum about the exact 
nature of what she was going to do, for she 
had very little idea herself. But Mr 
Boscombe had said she would do very well; 
and of course there was this Mr Hatcher who 
was going to see about Caroline's recorder 
playing. 

Mr Hatcher was oldish and bald-headed 
with glasses and the eyes behind the glasses 
went over Caroline just as keenly as Mr 
Boscombe's had. ‘Miss Collins, is it? 
Caroline? Good, good. Let's have that coat 
off then, shall we?' 

It was two days later and Caroline had 
just arrived at Mr Hatcher's house. Under 
her coat, that same fawn coat which had been 
the first thing to be removed on that mind- 
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He had her knickers 
right down now, off 
of her ripe bottom 
and halfway down 
her thighs. 


throwing trip out in the country, Caroline 
now wore something else. Her outfit. Mr 
Boscombe had brought it round yesterday. It 
really was super: ivory-coloured sleeveless 
jacket in some sort of silky material with big 
gold buttons, plus matching very short skirt 
and brief pants underneath. There were also 
matching knee-high boots and a tall black hat 
with feathers. Caroline was carrying the hat 
in a plastic bag. Well it was not the sort of 
thing you wanted to wear on the bus. Now in 
Mr Hatcher’s cosy front room. Caroline 
slipped off that fawn coat to display all her 
finery. 

‘Oh yes, very lovely,’ admired Mr 
Hatcher. ‘And a very lovely girl inside it, eh? 
Oh yes, Ronald was right, a very nifty little 
number. Can we have the hat on?’ 

The splendidly tall hat was removed from 
the bag and placed on Caroline’s russet 
locks. She smiled shyly. She had put on quite 
a lot of make-up: shiny bright pink lipstick 
and blusher plus eyeshadow and liner. Mr 
Boscombe had said put a lot on, you needed 
it when you were an entertainer so as to 


‘create a striking effect. Caroline, looking in 


the bathroom mirror at home, had wondered 
if she had put too much on. On the bus the 
conductor had given a low whistle when he 
looked at her. 

Mr Hatcher, though, wasn’t saying she 
had too much make-up on. He said the hat 
was great. Then he was going round behind. 
Lifting Caroline’s skirt...his hand grasping 
one tightly-knickered cheek. 

‘Yes, very nice indeed, young lady.’ 

Mr Hatcher seemed to be very similar to 
Mr Boscombe in wanting to grab hold of her. 
This was confirmed as Mr Hatcher came up 
close behind Caroline and reached round to 
take hold of both her tits. She couldn’t help 
thinking about that awful business out in the 
woods; but maybe in the entertainment 
business you had to get used to this sort of 
thing. But what about her recorder? 

As if in response to Caroline’s unspoken 
question Mr Hatcher let go of her and said, 
“Right, what about that recorder then?” 

She had brought it in the bag, along with 
her hat. At home she had tried some scales 
and a couple of simple pieces but the results 
had not been promising. Even Three Blind 
Mice had not gone very well. The trouble was 
she hadn't played it at all for a year and even 
before that had not been at all good. 

Mr Hatcher, when she began 
apologising, said, “Let's hear it.’ He got out a 
stand and put some music on it. Oh dear! 
Caroline’s tummy was churning over. Was 
she going to have to do this in front of 
people? She peered at the music...and blew 
into her instrument. What came out was not 
good. Mr Hatcher, she realised, was close 
behind her, also peering at the music. He 
grunted...and slid his hand up under the 
back of the brief skirt to take hold of 
Caroline’s bottom again. The recorder made 
a squealy sound. 

The hand at her bottom pinched. “No, it's 
not good, is it? Perhaps if we try a touch of 
discipline to concentrate the mind...’ 

He pinched again and then went away, 
across the room. When he came back Mr 
Hatcher had something in his hand. He 


showed it to her. A folded piece of black 
leather. Caroline’s eyes opened wide. “Do 
you think this will aid concentration, Miss? 
When applied to that plump young bum?” 

She felt her skin begin to prickle. He 
couldn't be serious...Mr Hatcher had moved 
away and this time was bringing a chair 
forward, placing it close behind her. 
‘Continue playing,’ he told her. ‘Do your 
best.’ He was sitting down... 

Sitting behind Caroline Mr Hatcher 
raised her pleated skirt at the back. To tuck it 
neatly in the waistband. Then his fingers 
were in the top of the tight knickers. Inching 
them down. The recorder made another odd, 
wailing sound. ‘Keep playing,’ Mr Hatcher 
repeated. He had her knickers right down 
now, off of her ripe bottom and halfway down 
her thighs. He patted the bare bottom. 

*Now then, let's do our very best, shall 
we? Or I' m afraid this strap must see some 
action.’ 

Caroline couldn’t play any better anyway 
but the thought of that strap, the thought 
also that she was standing here with her skirt 
tucked up and her bottom bare — those 
thoughts made things much, much worse. 

‘No, I don’t think you are trying.’ Mr 
Hatcher drew back the strap and brought it 
slicing in. Caroline let out’ a scream that half 
came out as a wailing toot on the recorder. 
The pain was ten times worse than those 
smacks Mr Boscombe had gven her. Her 
thighs and bottom squirmed, she produced 
more gasping yelps. 

*CRACK!...Mr Hatcher had brought the 
broad leather biting in again. ‘I didn’t say 
stop playing, Miss. Keep going. I want to 
here that instrument, not baby cries.’ 

Caroline couldn't, she just couldn't. 
Certainly not with her bottom glowing red 
hot. She did her best, blowing desperately 
into the mouthpiece and desperately 
wriggling her bum at the same time. Mr 
Hatcher was not impressed, or maybe he just 
enjoyed whacking her. He stood up, to the 
side, where he could get better leverage. 
Caroline screamed frantically out as Mr 
Hatcher, face rapt, struck as hard as he 
could. One...two...three...more...Then he 
sat down, one hand lightly mopping 
his brow. 

“Discipline, young lady, that is what is 
required. Being in entertaining requires very 
good discipline. Could you undo your skirt 
and slip it off? So that the dog can properly 
see the rabbit, so to speak.’ 

All Caroline wanted to do was get out of 
there and get back with her mum. It was 
unbelievable; even that Mr Boscombe hadn’t 
done anything like this. This Mr Hatcher was 
trying to kill her. But, well, if he said take her 
skirt off, and he had that awful thing in his 
hand...Caroline’s hands went to the skirt's 
waistband, to the pop fastener. 

It fell to the floor, a pool of ivory silk 
around her feet. Now of course it wasn’t only 
Caroline’s reddened bum on view: there was 
her front as well. Her pussy. Mr Hatcher had 
come round and the eyes glinting behind the 
glasses were staring with undisguised 
interest. Caroline squirmed, fighting the 
urge to put her hands down there and cover 
it up. 
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r Hatcher gave a little grunt, possibly 
signifying satisfaction with that aspect of 
Caroline. He went to the rear again. 'Right, 
my dear; shall we continue?' And to 
encourage her in this course of action the 
leather whipped smartly in once more. 

Sometime later, after what seemed like 
hours of whipping, Mr Hatcher said that was 
enough. He would make a cup of tea. 
Caroline could put her skirt back on. “Sit 
down,' he said when he came back in with a 
tray. He indicated the sofa. 

‘Yes, well, it's not exactly marvellous, is 
it? But not to worry, we can do what Ronald 
suggested: make a thing of the fact that 
you're not much good. Because in all other 
aspects you've really got what it takes.” 

Caroline could still feel herself shaking, 
and her bum was still tingling, from her 
awful ordeal. If it didn't matter whether she 
could play properly or not why had he kept on 
whipping her like that? The answer she 
guessed was that Mr Hatcher simply enjoyed 
doing it and that made her feel even worse. 
She blinked, afraid the tears were going to 
start flowing out. She forced herself to 
concentrate, to forget what. had happened. 
Because she still didn't know... 

"What...am I going to do exactly? I mean 
where...?’ 

‘Didn’t Mr Boscombe tell you that? 
Nothing too taxing. Intimate little groups in 
gentlemen's houses. And then, well, put on a 
little show. Your recorder, a bit of dancing, 
all that sort of thing.’ 

Caroline bit her lip. 'L..I can't dance 
either. Not...I mean I never have.’ 

“All girls can dance, declared Mr 
Hatcher, ‘It doesn't have to be anything too 
fancy as long as you get in plenty of high 
kicks. Like the can-can, you know. That's 
what they like.’ 

The can-can! Caroline shivered. She had 
tried it as a joke with a couple of other girls at 
school. But...in front of men...intimate 
little groups... 

‘Drink your tea and then give it a try.' Mr 
Hatcher's voice was full of enthusiasm. 
Caroline said she ,couldn't, but then Mr 
Hatcher with a meaningful look reached for 
his strap. Caroline drank up and got 
unhappily to her feet. Mr Hatcher went to 
put some music on the record-player, then 
resumed his seat on the sofa. Caroline, red- 
faced, began. 

‘Higher! Higher! Get 'em up. They'll 
want to see something for their money, you 
know.’ 

Mr Hatcher could only mean that these 
men would want to see her crotch — which 
was what he was peering intently at as 
Caroline hopped somewhat awkwardly in 
front of him. The brief, tight crotch of those 
ivory pants as Caroline did, under his urging, 
managed to get her legs quite high. 

‘Not bad,’ he said when finally he let her 
stop. ‘A lot better than that recorder 
certainly.’ 

‘Look,’ said Caroline, still gasping with 
her efforts. ‘I don’t think...I mean I don’t 
know that I want...’ 

Mr Hatcher, on his feet, put an avuncular 
arm round her. ‘Of course you are, of course 
you do. This is a chance in a million. This is 


the way most of your great actresses got their 
start. I could name you loads of names. Oh 
yes, of course you want to do it. And don’t 
worry, it’s natural to be a bit nervous at first. 
But you'll be all right. You'll be great.’ 

Perhaps Mr Hatcher and Mr Boscombe 
didn't want to give Caroline too long to think 
about it, in case she did get cold feet, 
because the next day Mr Boscombe called 
round to her house with the news that they 
had a date for her: in two days time. 
Caroline's mother was out which was 
helpful, meaning that explanations weren't 
called for. Caroline had been told it would be 
best at this stage not to give her mother too 
many details — rather like being out in Mr 
Boscombe's car. And anyway she didn't 
want to go into details. 

Mr Boscombe, seeing that Mrs Collins 
was out, said it might not be a bad idea if 
they went up to Caroline's room and she 
gave him a little demonstration of her 
dancing. Mr Hatcher had said it was very 
good. She didn't want to but was told that 
apart from anything else it would help her 
not to be too nervous on her first big night. 
And so, with Ronald Boscombe sitting big- 
eyed on her bed, Caroline began. She had a 
longer skirt on today but Mr Boscombe made 
her lift it...right up. 

Eight o'clock in the evening, two days 
later. Her first big night. Caroline felt sick, 
really sick. In Mr Boscombe's car, in the 
back seat with Mr Hatcher, Caroline 
whispered, ‘I think I want to be sick’. Sidney 
Hatcher, by the way of reassurance, gripped 
her thigh high up underneath her coat. 'It's 
nothing; first night nerves. Just remember 
20 quid in cash right after you've finished.’ 

A large house, at the end of a longish 
drive. Inside, bright lights and faces. Men's 
faces, shining, grinning; men with glasses in 
their hands. Men whose other hands, not 
holding glasses, reached out eagerly to 
touch, to feel, as if in doubt that she were 
real. It seemed for a moment that Caroline 
was going to be engulfed by the grinning 
faces and grabbing hands. Then Mr 
Boscombe: ‘Come on, gents, let the young 
lady get herself organised. Remember this is 
her first performance so give her a chance.’ 

She was being extricated from the 
milling, laughing mass; her coat being taken 
off, and the tall black hat being put on. Her 
recorder was in her hands. Mr Boscombe 
was speaking again: 

‘Now gentlemen I must admit that 
Caroline's performance on the recorder is not 
all it might be. Her dancing is first rate, she 
can really get those feet up as you'll see; but 
the recorder, well, she tells us she does her 
best, eh Caroline?’ 

The eager-faced men had formed a semi- 
circle, sitting in chairs and on the floor. 
Caroline stood in the centre, transfixed, like 
a rabbit caught in the glare of a car's 
headlights. Ron Boscombe gave a little 
laugh. ‘Of course, if you think she's not 
doing her best then you may decide she 
needs a bit of encouragement. The usual 
thing: a good smacked bottom.’ 

From the semi-circle of watchers, amidst 
excited laughter, a voice shouted, 'A bare 
bottom one of course.’ 


“All girls can dance,’ 
declared Mr 
Hatcher. 


PUNISHMENT 
HUMILIATION 


Dear Sirs, 

I feel that I must respond 
to B.L.'s letter published in 
Blushes Supplement 
Number Nine. I totally agree 
with everything he says! 
Your magazine whilst still 
being streets ahead of the 
rest of its type has 
deteriorated very slightly in 
recent issues. You seem to 
be falling into the trap of 
producing the same old 
schoolgirl stories which 
although appreciated can 
become somewhat repeti- 
tive. I realise that schoolgirls 
do lend themselves to being 
placed in — punishment/ 
humiliation situations and 
that perhaps you are trying 
to keep the stories fairly 
realistic but I think that you 
must continue to Бе 
adventurous and novel even 
if this calls for a greater 
fantasy element. 

I certainly endorse B.L.’s 
views that girls should be 
humiliated to the extreme. 
Lots have some real embarr- 
assment! Let's hear of girls 
fainting with embarrass- 
ment! Let’s really see them 
blush — what about showing 
and describing their tits 
blushing! The baring of their 
tits is of course a must — 
fully clothed to begin with 
but certainly very nude fairly 
quickly. 


Greater Severity 


B.L. calls for greater 
severity and an increase in 
the amount of suffering your 
girls are subjected to. Hear! 
Hear! Girls must really be 
made to suffer! Some of his 
suggestions really are 
excellent and made 
extremely enjoyable reading. 
Perhaps I might add a few 
ideas of my own. 

Firstly I think it very 
important that as far as 
possible the girl or girls 
should be dealt with in front 
of a number of men. The 
men themselves should be 
middle aged or old, 
obviously repulsive to an 
attractive young girl, and 
clearly being seen to gloat, 
mock and laugh at the poor 
young things being attended 
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to. The girls should be 
young, attractive, heavy 
breasted and be seen to be 
absolutely terrified and 
passing out with embarrass- 
ment. 

What about three young 
girls being auctioned as 
slaves before a grinning 
male audience. The girls 
should be nude apart from a 
miniscule pair of knickers. 
They could be shown being 
inspected by the buyers, 
having their tits measured 
and weighed pinched and 
slapped. Then down with 
their knickers for a closer 
inspection, some bottom 
slapping to test their 
reactions. Show one of the 
girls fainting from embarr- 


assment. Show her being 
revived and spanked for 
daring to faint without 


permission. The possibilities 
are endless! 


Just imagine! 


I would dearly love to see 
girls having their tits and 
pussies attended to either by 
way of a slapping or a light 
strap. Just imagine the 
expression on a girls face as 
she feels the strap snapping 
across her bouncing tits! 
Picture her dancing as it 
flicks across her mound! 
Come on Blushes, don't let 
me down. 

How about showing a girl 
or girls having a specially 
formulated lotion applied to 
their reddened bottoms and 
tits. The liquid is applied 
after spanking or strapping 
and is designed to make the 
girls bottoms and tits sting 
like fury. Of course it would 
be common practice for girls 
to have their mounds 
attended to in this manner — 
I am sure you could really 


. expand on this suggestion. 


Lets have girls in training 
camps, slave girl prison, 
staffed and visited by men 
including the men who put 
them there. Cold showers, 
plenty of exercise, physical 
and otherwise! How about 
girls being made to play with 
themselves in front of a 


number of grinning men. 
The girl who comes first gets 
the most severe punishment 
whilst the girl who manages 
to last out the longest gets let 
off with a  joly good 
spanking! 

I am sure that B. L. and 
many, many other readers, 
not least of all myself are 
longing for material based on 
the above types of idea — so 
come on, make our day! I will 
certainly continue to 
purchase your magazine but 
please try and get away from 


the routine schoolgirl 
scenario. 

J.P.W 

Readers' opinions, when 
published, do not necessarily 
reflect the views of the 
editor. 

AUSTERITY CANINGS 
Dear Editor, 


I am writing to congrat- 
ulate you on your picture 
story 'The Little Back Room’ 
in Blushes No. 16. The model 
is a fine well built girl, and 
dressed in her yoked and 
frilled gingham dress, with 
her ankle socks and low 
heeled single strap shoes, 
she looks most enchanting. 

In this wartime story 
Jenny is described as a 
pretty, perky child of 17. I 
feel that a girl of 17 would 
not like this, in a manner 
more befitting a ten year old. 
I do know that until they left 
school, girls were dressed 
younger then. Very often as 
a way of keeping them in 
their place and preventing 
them from thinking 
themselves too grown up to 
conform to what was termed 
family discipline; which 
meant, doing as they were 
told to, or getting the cane if 
they did not. 

One must remember that 
before the war, bundles of 
crook handled canes could be 
seen hanging from the 
ceiling of most general 
hardware shops. They cost 
two pence then and many 
must have been sold. 

An aunt of mine said that 


the cane she bought, was the 
best two pence she had ever 
spent. Without a cane she 
explained, I don’t know how 
I would have controlled my 
girls, but with it they almost 
treated me like a queen. 


Cane behind door 


She was quite right for 
the cane that she kept behind 
the kitchen door, made this 
middle aged lady very 
special in the girls eyes. She 
was not what one would call 
an imposing woman being 
small and plump, but when 
she took down that cane — 
as she said — she became a 
queen, as the girls stood 


before her flushed and 
nervous. 
Sometimes she would 


take the cane down as a 
warning, just to let the girls 
see it in her hand, saying ‘I 
don't know why you can't 
behave yourselves without 
this, but it seems you can't 
doesn't it. I won't tell you 
again, next time you will 
both go upstairs, do you 
understand.’ 

Being told off like this 
when I was in the room, 
made the girls go red in the 
face with humiliation. 

Handing out such verbal 
castigation seemed to delight 
my aunt, for she was always 
doing it; making out that she 
was much stricter than she 
really was. But she was strict 
enough to get her own way, 
and used the cane often 
enough to make the girls 
very careful in their efforts to 
please her. 

I must admit that I found 


the company of this 
dominating plump little 
woman to be strangely 


exciting, and I let her have 
her own way in everything, 
so that I could visit her as 
much as possible and enjoy 
the sight of her two girls 
under her domination. 

My interest in school- 
girls, their dress and punish- 
ments have remained with 
me all my life. No wonder I 
find Blushes to be such an 
interesting magazine. 


Pre-war 


The photographs of ‘The 
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Little Back Room’ do have a 
pre-war look about them. 
The fireplace with its 
ornaments and the chair the 
girl bends over are exactly 
right. They set the scene so 
well, as the pretty young 


lady is photographed 
preparing herself for 
punishment. 


When a close up photo- 
graph is seen of the cane 
being held just above her 
bare buttocks. The contrast 
of the cruel cane against her 
lovely tender bottom is most 
exciting. No wonder that a 
girl finds the sight of a 
punishment cane to be so 
frightening, for it threatens 
her with pain and 
humiliation. For we males as 
we watch, it promises the 
thrill of sexual stimulation. 

The man in the story 
watching Jenny through his 
peep hole as she takes his 
cane down from the cup- 
board and bares her bottom, 
is obliged to relieve himself 
for fear that he would be 
unable to control himself 
when in her presence. But 
doubtless as he says, with 
her sublime bottom thrust 
out in front of him, he will 
soon be in the same store as 
before. 


Knickers taken down 


Another model I enjoyed 
was in the Supplement No. 8 
‘The Class of 95’ page 28. 
The pretty blonde girl is seen 
kneeling in a leather seated 
chair. She is having her 
knickers taken down by a 
man. As he does so, she 
looks back over her shoulder 
straight at us, so that we feel 
that we are involved. One 
wonders what she is 
thinking, but I don’t think 
that we are very concerned 
with how she feels, we are 
too occupied with looking at 
her lovely bare bottom held 
out right in front of our gaze. 

We know that she is soon 
to have the cane, and the 
bottom she now holds still, 
will soon begin to move 
about as squirming violently 
she trys in vain to get away 
from the whiplash strokes of 
the cane. 

As she moves her bottom 
to one side the cane falls 
short, and its tip catches her 
on the side of the top of her 
thigh, causing her to twist in 
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GOING TOO FAR? 


Dear Sirs, 


From the drift of recent issues I would say that things are 
definitely looking up. What I liked were the few original and 
unexpected ideas that perked up the tried and tested recipe. 
Like Tom G. in Blushes 16 I find the predictability of 
spanking magazines something of a dampner on my ardour. 

Best of all — probably the best thing you have ever’ done 
— is the drawing at the end of Blushes 17 of the stripped 
schoolgirl quaking with fear and shame while her classmates 
roar with laughter at her. The artist has perfectly captured 
the expression of panic and distress on one face and excited 
delight on the others — and what a juicy young looking body 


the victim has! 


This illustration encapsulates the joys of humiliation that 
there seems to be such a clamour for right now. If it could be 
improved in any way it would be by the addition of a few 
schoolboy faces in the jeering crowd. 

I greatly enjoyed the photograph submitted by BS of 
Herts of his next-door neighbour’s daughter in her knickers. 
Great legs and an even better bum. In some ways this picture 
comes even closer to my ideal as BS is actually using your 
pages to humiliate an unsuspecting young lady. Presumably 
she would be less than thrilled to know that her knickers and 
bum have been displayed in a spanking magazine and that 
she has thus inevitably been made the object of countless 
masturbatory fantasies about spanking, caning, birching and 
beyond. BS takes the trouble to pass on embarrassing 
information about the genuine punishments she is know to 
have undergone — all in all, his contribution to the magazine 
is thoroughly worthwhile and stimulating. Let’s hope it leads 


to the publication of many more 


humiliating photographs. 


As far as your model 
photography is concerned I’d 
just like to note that a few 
subtle changes seem to have 
made your schoolgirls just 
that little bit more realistic 
and less fancy-dress. I 
approve. And the gym- 
mistress in Blushes 17 has 
the most wonderful tits. 
Let’s see more of her and 
other big breasted models in 
the near future. 

Perhaps it is because of 
the fact that I have rather 
missed out on my share of 
big tits in my sex-life that I 
especially like to see girls 
with big knockers suffer. A 
really sumptous pair is a gift 
to the man who puts a 
premium on humiliation. 
There are so many insulting 
and uncomfortable things 
you can do with them. 

Simplest of all is just to 
leave them unfettered and 
make the girl perform 
strenuous exercises. The 
bouncing, wobbling and 
slapping against the rib cage 
is not only hilarious but also 
physically unpleasant for the 
girl. There is no reason why 
the cane shouldn’t be used 
in moderation across a 
woman's tits and with less 


surreptitious and 


incisive implements like 
straps, slippers and 
martinents one can enjoy 
oneself without undue 
caution. 

There are, however many 
specific techniques to take 
full advantage of the 
particular potentials of big 
ones. A letter in one of your 
recent supplements 
enthused over American 
bondage magazines that 
specialize in tormenting tits. 
Here one can see proud pairs 
abused to the full. Bulldog 
clips are snapped onto 
tender nipples, clothes pegs 
pinch into soft white flesh, 
weights are hung from them 
and used to stretch them — 
sometimes they are so 
distorted as to be scarcely 
recognisable as breasts. 

I’ve only skimmed the 
surface, here, not even 
mentioning buckets of ice- 
cold and piping hot water 
(one for each tit) or bras full 
of itching power — my point 
is that there is a whole world 


of ways to punish big breasts ` 


and Га like to read about 
them from time to time 
alongside your excellent 
policy towards bottoms. 
Breast wishes. 
L.M. 


such a way as to reveal her 
intimate parts to the man 
standing behind her. Unable 
now to hold still, the next 
stroke finds the inside of her 


thigh top, in that most 
Sensitive area 
sensitive area, where it 


leaves a short hard purple 
weal. 

The girl looking back over 
her shoulders is a most 
interesting pose, please may 
we have some more like it, 
with the girls looking 
straight at the camera, with 
either a pleading expression 
or large frightened eyes. 

Keep up your 
standard Blushes. 
Yours, P. R. 


high 


ACTUALLY SPANKED 


If 'real' spankings are 
what you'd like to see in the 
pages of this magazine, 
don't on any account miss 
the start of a series of 
illustrated letters in Blushes 
19. A ‘real’ smacked bottom 
- smacked time and again - in 
photographs from a reader, 
R.M.A. of Bedfordshire, 
along with the full back- 
ground story! 


ihi ck tud pleading 
se ake no action. 
+ Max had said he'd kee 
Я think aboutit. + 
‚The next day, he had infoi 
che “would not go to the auti 
would spank her instead for 
CR The girl had seemed al 
5 accept that spanking. After 
informed her he was going to k 
as a kind of ‘insurance’ fo 
behaviour. He also inform 
things around the “house Wc 
different in future. Far more d 
ince then, Kirsty had rece 
few spankings. 
Lying drowsily in bed tha 
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Take your knickers 
off, pull up your 
skirt. 


Max wondered how long the girl would go 
on taking them before she decided to 
depart these shores for her homeland. 
Perhaps she was hanging on, hoping to 
find that little box before she went. No 
chance of that; Max had put it in the Bank. 
Thinking of Kirsty was getting him going. 
He was much in the mood to spank her that 
morning. It wouldn't be too difficult to find 
some sort of excuse. 

He closed his eyes and half-dozed — 
lustfully. It wouldn't be long before she 
was up with his tea. 

Carefully, Kirsty examined herself in 
the long mirror in the hallway. She 
couldn't be too careful about her 
appearance these days. If he found any 
fault with her dressing, you never knew 
what he might do. She was scared of him, 
no doubt about that. If only she could find 
that box of hers, then she'd be off in a 
flash. Finding that would make it all worth 
while. But he must have hidden it some- 
where damn clever. Still, Kirsty was a 
stubborn girl and was not prepared to give 
up easily after all the risks she'd taken. 
Not to mention all the humiliation and pain 
she'd taken from him. 

Everything seemed alright. Her little 
maid's cap was straight, her white lace 
collar and apron were immaculately clean, 
her dark maroon dress was without a 
wrinkle, clinging smoothly to her figure. It 
was a figure, she was aware, very much to 
his liking. That, in a way, was flattering 
but she hated him for what he was doing to 
her. For the power he had over her. It was 
a cause of constant resentment within her, 
since Kirsty was proud as well as 
stubborn. All the same, she didn't see 
what she could do about it. Unless she left 
that box behind. 

And that was the last thing she wanted 
to do. 

Up the stairs she went, carrying a tray 
of morning tea. It was always a nerve- 
racking ascent to his room. One could 
never be quite certain what was going to 
happen. And it was always in that room 
that he spanked her — so it had most 
unpleasant memories. She moved 
carefully, making sure she didn't spill 
anything. He so easily found fault with the 
slightest error. 

Kirsty reached the landing and faced 
the yellow door which opened on to a 
second flight of stairs which led to his 
room. She opened it and continued her 
ascent. 

“Come in,’ came the familiar voice as 
she knocked on his door. In she went, as 
nervous as ever. 

“Good morning, Sir,’ she said politely. 

“Good morning, Kirsty,’ he replied, 
sitting up in bed and giving her one of his 
lecherous looks. ‘And a fine morning it is, 
is it not?’ 

‘1...1 haven't had time to look out, Sir,’ 
answered Kirsty. At least he seems in a 
good mood, she thought. He was usually at 
his worst when he had one of his 
hangovers. 

‘Mornings are what you make of them,’ 
said Max, looking carefully over the trim 


figure as Kirsty poured a cup of tea. ‘It’s 
how you feel. The weather doesn’t matter 
a damn.’ 

‘If you say so, Sir.’ It was quite 
maddening to have to be so respectful 
towards him. She longed to be able to treat 
Max as she treated other men. That ts to 
say, with a certain amount of disdain; if not 
actual contempt. Max sipped his tea and 
smiled faintly. ‘Will there be anything 
else, Sir? Or may | go and get on with my 
work?’ How galling! 

‘Yes, there is something else,’ said 
Max. Kirsty’s stomach seemed to turn 
over. ‘Go and look in my wardrobe mirror, 
Kirsty, and tell me if you see anything 
wrong.’ 

Now even more nervous, Kirsty went 
across and examined herself for the second 
time that morning. Everything seemed in 
perfect order. There wasn’t even a hair out 
of place as far as she could see. “1...1 can't 
see anything, Sir,’ she said at last. 

‘Well, | can’ he stated. 

Kirsty looked again. “1 still can’t see 
anything, Sir.’ 

“You're wearing white shoes,’ said 
Max. And Kirsty’s heart gave a sickening 
thump. ‘I told you | didn't like them with 
that dress, didn’t |? You should be wearing 
a matching pair of maroon leather.’ 


Oh Lord...of course...she’d clean 
forgotten! ‘l...|'m sorry, Sir, it just slipped 
my memory. l'Il go and change them at 


once.’ 

“No you won't”, said Max, setting down 
his cup. ‘What you will do, Kirsty, is to 
take your knickers off, pull up your skirt 
and get across my knees.’ 

‘Oh sir...please...no...it was just a silly 
slip...’ 

‘Do as | say, Kirsty!’ Max pushed back 
the blankets and swivelled round to sit on 
the edge of his bed. He saw the girl’s eyes 
flicker to the large bulge in his pyjamas, 
then quickly flicker away again. ‘And 
hurry up about it!’ What a joy it was to 
have control over her! Max watched avidly 
as the little black knickers came down and 
the maroon skirt was pulled up. He saw the 
downy triangle as the girl, eyes averted, 
moved towards him, cheeks colouring. 
Partly with rage, partly with shame, he 
guessed. Then she was going across his 
thighs, her ripe softness pressing to his 


.hardness. There was that familiar lush 


bottom, quivering softly. This girl certainly 
had a super shape. Nineteen, she was, 
they'd told him at the Agency, but she 
looked a bit older. More mature. He patted 
the nates and saw them clench nervously. 
‘| don’t like having my orders disobeyed,’ 
he said. ‘You should know that by now.’ 

‘I’m sorry...I’m sorry...” A wheedling 
cry. 
He decided a couple of dozen would 
suffice. He’d work from the top of her 
bottom to her thighs. A dozen going down. 
Then he’d work his way back up again. 
That second dozen would hurt 
considerably more. 

The first stinging slap. Max always 
gave it to her hard. No point in doing 
anything else. Besides, he enjoyed doing it 


An indefi 
seemed, 
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Was a box of 
trinkets worth all 
this? 


a little louder, but still she hadn't cried 
out. He was fully hard now, boring into her 
belly. 

'Ooowww.....0000WWWwWW.... He was 
just reaching the most fulsome part of her 
bottom, it's luscious swelling centre. It 
shuddered like jelly and one black 
stocking-clad leg kicked out and a 
forbidden white shoe fell off. 

'Aaaahhh....' Right in the centre now. 
The smooth downward curve of two 
buttock cheeks to be dealt with. Soon the 
whole of that bottom would be the same 
rosy hue. Steadily, swinging his arm and 
palm forcefully, Max proceeded with the 
spanking. 

After twelve, he stopped briefly. The 
girl was panting; or was she sobbing? 
Perhaps a bit of both. 'Going to remember 
in future, Kirsty?' he enquired. 

"Yes...mmmfff....oh yes...sir...oh 
please let me off...’ 

“Not likely, answered Max, “you 
deserve every one you're getting!’ 

And now he began to work his way back 
up that already glowing bottom. Not 
surprisingly, the girl began to yelp as each 
stinging slap descended where one had 
already descended previously. Нег 
squirming became more frantic, her kicks 
more violent. The wild joggling of that 
buttock-flesh was a joy to behold. 

“Stop...stop...enough!” 

Max found he was having to grip her 
tight as Kirsty’s struggles intensified. She 
was not only a healthy, athletic youngster, 
she was a strong one. How he liked them! 

Eighteen! 

'Yeeeeooooo!' Oh yes, it was really 
hurting now! 

Nineteen! 

'Aaaggghhhhh!' Where the second 
slaps had fallen, the pink-rose colour was 
now a deep red-rose colour. Quite 
enchanting! 

Twenty! 

Only four more to go. He would make 
them really good ones, even if his palm 
was now burning quite abominably. Still 
that was a trifle. Giving the girl the full 
treatment was what mattered. And that, 
Max now did as the final four resounding 
slaps brought him back up to the top of 
that fulsomely curving bottom again. 

He rested his tingling palm on the 
coolness of a sheet, watching the glowing 
flesh, seeing it continuing to quiver 
incessantly, hearing her weeping now. 
Weeping with a defeated bitterness. So be 
it. Max felt no remorse. The girl was no 
more than a common thief. She deserved 
all this...and more. The point was, how 
long was she going to stay to get it? A 
point that was always a bit of a worry for, 
without doubt, Kirsty was just about one of 
the most delectable ‘Housekeepers’ who 
had yet come Max’s way. He could only 
hope and, meanwhile, count his blessings. 

Very gently, he ran his hand over the 
hot flesh. Sometimes he put cold cream on 
her but he wasn’t going to do so that 
morning. Slowly the crying became small 
sobs. Max continued to caress, as if to 
show genuine concern. Kirsty was 


unresisting. The hard bone of flesh , 
remained. ur 

Morning pride! 

"| think, Kirsty,’ he said softly, ‘before 
you go, you will have to do a little 
demolition work.’ 

There was a little shuddering sigh, but 
no more. 

He waited patiently. 

About half an hour later, Kirsty came 
slowly down the stairs. She had left her 
tea-tray behind. But that was not all. She’d 
left her knickers too. There had been 
another instruction, as well. 

‘You will Stay like this for the rest of the 
day,’ he had said, tucking the hem of her 
skirt into her belt. So there she was, naked 
below the waist, her glowing bottom fully 
exposed, wearing only a black suspender 
belt holding up sheer black stockings. 

Oh the utter shame of it! 

Rage surged through Kirsty. | can’t 
stand this much longer, she told herself. 
How she hated him! Not only for what he 
had done to her but also for what he had 
made her do to him. Really, I’m no more 
than some kind of slave, she was 
beginning to realise. It was quite, quite 
intolerable! 

Was a box of trinkets worth all this? 

Kirsty opened the yellow door and was 
back on the landing. She paused, feeling 
the hotness of her bottom. He’d really 
given it to her that morning. Just as hard 
as he could. She knew. She also knew just 
how much he loved doing it. That morning, 
working through a ghastly series of chores, 
was going to be a painful experience. Even 
walking intensified the burning over her 
buttock cheeks; bending and stretching 
was going to be far worse. 

Miserably, Kirsty went on down the 
stairs. 

Yes, it really was beginning to look as if 
she would soon be seeing Copenhagen’s 
Tivoli Gardens again! 

Max was half dozing, happily relaxed. 
Soon he would make the effort to get up 
and take a bath. In fact, he’d have her up 
again and make her run it for him. After 
all, what were servants for? That had 
really been quite something. Both the 
spanking...and afterwards. She had been 
so hot, outside and in. Mmmm... yes, my 
delicious Danish pastry, he thought 
happily. Then he dozed fully off to sleep. 

Half an hour later, Max was repeatedly 
pressing the bell by his bed but getting no 
answer. Perhaps it’s got a fault, he 
thought, and, throwing on a dressing 
gown, went downstairs. There the truth of 
the matter was revealed. No sign of Kirsty. 
Her bedroom had been cleared as well. 
The girl had finally fled the coop. 

Max grinned resignedly as he picked 
up the telephone. Then he dialled the 
number of Dawson's Domestic Agency. 

He might not be as lucky the next time. 
Nor the time after. But that his time would 
come again was certain. 

It also occurred to him, by way of 
compensation for 'loss of services', he had 
a nice little cache of jewellery tucked away 
in his Bank! 
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